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	This is a work of fiction. Certain long-standing institutions, agencies, and public persons are mentioned, but the characters involved are wholly imaginary. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 1 

	 

	“You know, I’m not sure there was actually a huge uptick in rapes. Maybe it just looks that way. What do you think?” 

	 

	General Snow tossed the question to me rather casually. He seemed proud that he’d thought of it. 

	 

	I froze then I stammered. I admit it. I was thrown. I was standing in an office with the head of Army public affairs as he brainstormed how many and “what type” of rape constituted a problem and wondered aloud “what kind of kick” the press got out of reporting on these things. In this moment, any small sense of accomplishment I had had in helping this sprawling archaic beast of a client inch towards modernity vanished. An impending sense of dread filled my chest and my limbs felt heavy with fatigue. It was not going to be a good week. 

	 

	Admittedly, I already had quite low expectations for this week. I knew sexual assault statistics were being released and, unlike my client, I was realistic about their many faults. What I hadn’t expected was for General Snow, the man who up to this point I thought was one of the most progressive of those I was stationed with, to grin at me like a proud little boy confident his ideas would “take the sting” out of rape. 

	 

	Acclimating to a new work environment is always a process. I wasn’t exactly a new member of the team anymore. But this was one of those conversations that forcefully reminded me I would never feel fully comfortable in the surroundings that now define my day-to day reality. 

	 

	Before this conversation, I can honestly say it never occurred to me to be grateful that none of my previous bosses had ever (to the best of my knowledge) congratulated themselves on there being no more rapes than usual. Maybe it should have? It depresses me that I’ve thought it now. It’s not a thought you can forget, and it changes the way you view men. The good ones seem better. The bad ones seem much, much worse. I definitely felt less comfortable being alone in rooms with officers who sounded confident talking about the relative increase of rape in their ranks. It’s not something I think anyone should sound comfortable discussing. It also made me view the strange architecture of my workplace with more suspicion. The fact that some corners of the building looked as though they had been designed to enable officers to have trysts with their secretaries. Dark corners, secret nooks, oddly small yet private rooms litter its halls, to say nothing of its nightmarish stairs. When I started, the eerie, metal and mostly abandoned stairwells in the Pentagon gave me nightmares. They look to have served as inspiration for the brutal assault on Tony Soprano’s therapist and every woman raped in a made-for-tv movie from the 90s. The conversation I was currently unable to escape made me doubt a peaceful night’s slumber.

	 

	I wanted to turn on my heel and let this idiot go ahead and sacrifice himself, and the rest of the Army. Unfortunately, my job was to try to drag the US Army into the 21st century - largely against their will. The 20th century was where they shined, and they weren’t eager to leave. However, since I was still a child up to the end of the 20th century, I gave them little choice in the matter. We butted heads a lot. 

	 

	I had not quite anticipated what my job here would be like. This will probably sound insane, but I genuinely thought it would be a nice step back from the stress of my previous role in New York. Whoops. I don’t know if I’d ever been so spectacularly wrong before. My team stepped in and took over an existing contract. There was no transition of any kind from the previous team, no useful handover materials, no hints as to where the bathrooms are, nothing. For the most part, the transition was no worse than any other rip the band aid off massive turnover contract. It wasn’t always smooth, but we expected that. 

	 

	One problem was that the Army had become obsessed with an 0800 news summary report that went out each morning. Now, I accept that the US Army and my small but mighty team of social scientists and public relations specialists might have a different point of view when it comes to which stories should take precedent and how to define the word summary. What I was not prepared for was that the Army still read paper copies, wanted to know what page a story was printed on, and if it appeared above or below the fold. The first time a fat old colonel asked me for a page number of a USA Today story, I laughed. This was not the correct response. A bit of advice, should you ever take a job at the Pentagon, laughing is almost never the right answer. Only laugh if they laugh first or tell you they’ve made a joke, then it’s an order. I wish someone had told me that. In my defense, I genuinely thought he was kidding. Suffice to say, there was a bit of a learning curve on both sides. We were learning how to teach them about the 21st century and modern technology. They were learning that the internet wasn’t a fad (in 2016), and that free press exists outside US borders (again in 2016). This combined with a fabricated sense of urgency created by junior officers looking for promotion often led to panicked phone calls at 0400. I did not envy my team members who drew overnight rotation. I also wasn’t getting a lot of sleep, just enough to handle major freak outs when I physically appeared in the building between 0730 and 0800 each morning. 

	 

	I’ve never been a patient person. Exhaustion and a searing pain in my rib cage that seemed to be getting worse instead of better were making it even more difficult for me to pretend General Snow had the right to debate any part of the Army’s response to the Washington Post’s upcoming article, the impetus of this spirited exchange. I saw the same numbers he did. There was no way for the Army to come out unscathed, nor should they. Still, I had to try.

	 

	Head in the game. Focus Jaime. Focus. Oh no. What is he saying about the Navy? 

	 

	“Right, I’m not disputing the fact that there have been rapes outside the Army,” I say as generously as I possibly can. 

	 

	Please at least pretend to pay attention to me.  Who is it that you think I’m trying to help here?

	 

	“My point is that I very much doubt we can redirect the Washington Post. They know men in the Navy have also committed rape. The article is really about the sheer volume of rapes being reported in the Army and what the Army is doing about it. It’s not a comparative analysis by service branch. The Army is a massive force, the largest by far, and trying to direct the press on this issue, in this climate, will only make it look worse. However, we could position the Army of today and the Army of tomorrow as being proactive, spending time on sexual harassment, intimidation, assault, and victim sensitivity training. By focusing on how the Army is training men and women today to prevent and to better respond to sexual harassment, intimidation, and assault there will at least be some positive glean to the article. Something for the public to support and feel confident in.”

	 

	I honestly can’t believe the man I’m explaining this to the head of Army public affairs. Who did they decide was unqualified for this gig? Do they use a dart board to decide duty stations?

	 

	“But there aren’t really any more rapes than usual. Just more people are reporting it now.”

	 

	THAT’S NOT A DEFENCE. THAT’S NOT A DEFENCE. THAT’S NOT A DEFENCE.

	 

	He looks annoyingly serene.

	 

	I feel my jaw clench a bit before I respond. This is clearly one of those days when he simply is not listening to me. My team rotates duty stations and we’re all women on site this month. Nothing good is going to come from this line of thought. Although, my boss probably wouldn’t agree. It will be expensive, very expensive, or profitable depending on which side of table you’re sitting on.

	 

	“Right. Maybe, general, when you speak to the Post you could tell them that the Army expected an increase in the total number of sexual assault cases reported because of the awareness campaign that’s taken place throughout the service. It’s not exactly positive but it demonstrates leadership awareness and a willingness to address the problem.”

	 

	“We didn’t know it would go up this much -” he breaks in looking annoyed. 

	 

	“Okay,” I try again. “You could stress how the Army is investigating each report and how you’re protecting the privacy and career of each victim. Creating a safe space for victims to come forward.”

	 

	“I mean we’re not really doing that.”

	 

	Are you kidding me? You can’t tell me that…

	 

	“I’m sorry,” I say. “Which part?”

	 

	“Their career is pretty well fucked once they report something. Pardon my language. Why do you think we’re so surprised so many people came forward? I sure as hell wouldn’t have.” 

	 

	Jesus Christ work with me here or at least give me plausible deniability. How are you so bad at this? Also, fun fact I find coarse language less offensive than the brutal assaults you wish hadn’t been reported. Aren’t you married to another general? Does she know you think like this?

	 

	“Right. Well,” I say with a bit more bite to my tone, now that we have clearly reached an impasse. “I can help you shape a narrative but I’m going to have to know what narrative you actually have to shape - because that sure as hell can’t be it.” 

	 

	That perks him up a little. 

	 

	Uh-oh. He’s proud of something. This never goes well.

	 

	“I want you to prove that per capita the Navy rapes or assaults and harasses more people than we do. I mean than the Army does.”

	 

	I am absolutely dumbfounded. 

	 

	This man is responsible for approving media training and talking points for the rest of the generals. I think I’ve just figured out why none of them can talk to a member of the press for more than 20 seconds without landing themselves, their direct reports, the entire US military, or simply the US, in a giant pile of shit. This is an example of the brilliant strategic guidance they’re being given. 

	 

	I stare at him like he’s an idiot. A million possible responses running through my brain. All I can manage to actually say is, “I don’t think that’s true.” 

	 

	There’s no way that’s true. 

	 

	“But nobody’s looked into it that closely for this year yet. We’re all talking about last year’s numbers. Your team can look into it can’t you?”

	 

	“No.”

	 

	“Why not?”

	 

	“It’s logistically difficult, time consuming, outside the scope of our contract, will be incredibly expensive, and demoralizing. That’s assuming it’s even within legal bounds which it almost certainly isn’t.”

	 

	“But we haven’t assigned our two extra reports yet,” he responds with pleasure. 

	 

	Shit. He is going to win this because of a contractual technicality. 

	 

	“General, are you sure you want to waste the energy? We both know it’s unlikely the Army will come out looking good.”

	 

	“Not if you go in with that attitude.”

	 

	Yep, that’s the problem here. My lack of can-do attitude. 

	 

	“There’s no way we’ll be cleared to see everything for the kind of analysis you want. It’s difficult to justify the need to know. There are privacy concerns -”

	 

	“Yes yes, things can be redacted. You’ll have what you need.”

	 

	This inane conversation went on for a while. I kept trying to say factish things peppered with budget concerns and the reality of public perception. General Snow refused to be persuaded. He had me on a technicality. Within the bounds of our contract, the Army could assign two reports that were not pre-negotiated within specific perimeters. No one wrote within the confines of a basic moral compass because it was the Army. Look where that got us?

	 

	Rape week. 

	 

	That’s right, rape week. For an entire week, I devoted a not insignificant portion of my team’s resources to painstakingly reviewing the number and ‘veracity’ of each sexual assault and harassment claim filed in the Army vs each of the other services paying particular attention to the Navy. The Army does always want to beat the Navy. As you might imagine, several problems sprouted at nearly the same moment that I failed to persuade the three-star general completely out of touch with reality that this was a bad idea. One, I had to tell my team of primarily well-educated women in their mid-20s to mid-30s that we would be doing an in-depth quantitative and qualitative analysis of sexual assault across the US military. That this analysis was now high priority and time sensitive - meaning all hands-on deck. From a project planning perspective, I have never seen less enthusiasm, nor had I ever been more concerned an assignment would trigger a traumatic memory for an employee. Let’s just say, it was a tense meeting. The silver lining, if you can call it that, is that everyone had worked with the Army long enough to expect to be flooded with fairly horrible statistics each day. Two, as I had mentioned to the general, assault claims are classified. Classified means need to know. Now, not only was it a ludicrous stretch to say that I, or any other member of my team, needed to be read in on the highly sensitive documents detailing a trauma. It was flat out impossible to make the case we needed to be read in on assault cases that happened in the Navy, Air Force, or Marine Corps. Fortunately, after the Navy, Air Force, and Marine Corps each independently told General Snow they agreed with me, we did not need to know, the scope of our assignment was slightly reduced. Now, we would only examine Army statistics, Army outcomes, Army investigations, and Army rehabilitations, and public perception of how the US Army responded to allegations of sexual assault. Ergo, mini-rape week was born.

	 

	Mini-rape week was something of a relief. Overall, the team wouldn’t have to read as many demoralizing accounts of brutal attacks and ongoing harassment. Sarah, one of my direct reports and a member of the Air Force Reserves, was happy that she didn’t have to know the details of her own service. She, in my opinion wisely, assumed they would fail to live up to her own expectations. Patrick, my boss, was happy because the iWorldwide profit margin increased slightly with our reduced workload. I was pleased because I threw in the unrequested public perception part of the analysis. It was part of my wake up we’re not fighting World War II anymore, you’re not the reason the French don’t speak German, let’s focus on the present-day campaign.

	Spoiler alert, the Army did not come out of this looking good. A professional tip, if you have been involved in enough instances of sexual assault or harassment that you keep statistics just accept that you’re doing something wrong. Acknowledge there is a problem. It will save everyone a lot of time. There’s never a happy ending when you investigate rape or worse yet rape statistics.  The best you can hope for is that people will start talking about something else soon. Clearly, given that my team and I did in fact spend a week staring at rape statistics, the Army disagreed with our recommended approach. Shockingly, they were displeased with our results which were unfavorable (to put it mildly) and have obviously been retroactively classified to prevent any potential embarrassment. The Army was so displeased that after delivering the first draft of our report it was suggested we try classifying the rapes into several sub-categories of severity. That was a fun meeting. Aside from the obvious absurdity of allowing a third party to read through a third party’s report of an individual’s rape and then assign a level of severity to it for the purposes of a military press campaign, and of course ignoring the obvious lack of morality, this once again raised the issue of need-to-know security clearance. This is when we re-entered the negotiation stage of the report. Several rounds of military brass trying to remove anything they viewed as ‘unflattering’ and only me in the room attempting to protect objectivity. Negotiations surrounding this particular report ended suddenly. Our attention was urgently required elsewhere when a drone strike killed several women, children, and old men at a wedding. 






The Army is exhausting. They are a different beast than any I have faced before. Unlike C-suite executives, generals don’t usually go through the motions of pretending to care about public opinion. They are disinterested in trends and deeply suspicious of anyone not in uniform. The military is home to some of the most change-resistant individuals I’ve ever encountered. Yet the entire force can, and will, turn on a dime and change tactics in the blink of an eye. I have learned that when the Army makes a choice, they make a choice. There is no halfway. They either fail or succeed quite decisively most of the time. The issue is that they sometimes spend billions of dollars before they figure out whether or not they’ve made the right decision. This tends to create friction between the brass and the Hill. I thought I knew what I was in for when I took this job. I had worked in international security and advised governments for years. I was wrong. Working directly with the US military is profoundly befuddling and infuriating. 

	 

	Bringing the Army up to date, even a little, is a Herculean task that demands significant finesse, energy, and time. I hadn’t exactly known I would need to educate the Army so aggressively on how the American public actually saw them before I started the job. Then again, I didn’t realize I would work with people who might fail to recognize that Mad Men was a period piece either. Once in the building, I realized a lot of what I saw as biased assumptions on my part turned out to be startlingly accurate. The Pentagon is truly a time capsule in more ways than one. 

	 

	In the private sector, I had more experience than I wanted helping firms recover from sexual harassment and discrimination lawsuits and accusations. I worked for some egotistical megalomaniacs. Never had any one of them had the balls to come to me to say that if we could prove the firm across the street harassed and discriminated against more women than their firm did maybe no one would care. Yet in my new reality, I found myself suddenly pulled into General Snow’s office vigorously debating the merits and feasibility of just such an approach. 

	 

	Ironically, I took this job because I needed a break. I figured the US military couldn’t be as demanding as my private sector clients who thought nothing of calling at 4 a.m. or 0400 as I now know it. I was exhausted and I could not have been more wrong. The US Army is one gigantic drama queen. I was naive and probably vain when I accepted this job. 

	 

	One of my favorite clients in New York was a man who ran a biotech company. He had a terrible reputation. Everyone hated him, said he was a nightmare to work with. I loved him. I knew I liked him during our first meeting. He looked me dead in the eye and said he didn’t care if I burst into his office and called him an asshole or woke him up at 3 a.m. I just better be right. It better be necessary. And never, ever, under any circumstances, lose him money. I knew exactly where I stood and what his priorities were the moment I met him. Sometimes I miss the particular brutality of Wall Street clients. You always knew where you stood, just close enough to the edge to be pushed over with ease. Returns were all that mattered. Failure was never an option. 

	 

	To be clear, they were all nightmares to work with. I kind of loved it though. Now, I work in a different type of nightmare altogether. 

	 

	Sadly, the Department of Defense still seems preferable to America’s political class.

	 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 2 

	 

	“We know what we’re doing here. We do it better than anyone and it works.” 

	 

	Some men present a more striking physical embodiment of America’s political bourgeoisie than others. I come face to face with these men on a near daily basis. 

	 

	Dan Harmon, president and owner of DHCS (Dan Harmon Capitol Strategies) leaned back in his ergonomically designed, yet imposing leather desk chair, pressed his fingertips together, pursed his lips, and cocked his head slightly to one side while raising an eyebrow. He almost looks like he is waiting for applause. I decline his unspoken request. There can be too much positive reinforcement. Instead, we sit silently for a moment in his office on the twentieth floor of a lower Manhattan building. The room was designed to impress. It was expensively furnished and littered with framed photographs of him smiling or shaking hands with the city’s “movers and shakers,” as he likes to call them. The pose he struck in his desk chair was every bit as practiced as it was framed by the skyscrapers surrounding us. He does his best to cut an imposing figure. He never quite succeeds. 

	 

	Dan is probably in his mid-40s. He looks fit enough that I assume he jogs occasionally or makes it to the gym two or three times a week. His skin looks tired. He doesn’t embrace much of a male beauty routine or the lines around his eyes and across his forehead wouldn’t be so deep. These same lines, and his sprinkling of grey hair, would look distinguished on many men. Not Dan. He has deep set brown eyes that don’t quite twinkle and don’t quite dart around but immediately alert you to the fact that he is inherently untrustworthy. Instead of looking distinguished or growing into gravitas with age, Dan frequently looks like he woke up hungover at a fraternity house, only to remember he started work that very day and dressed in his best and only suit to run out the door. Only now, his suit is much more expensive, even if his tailor doesn’t cut it quite right. He isn’t a large man. Instead, Dan talks to take up space. He fills the room with stories and promises he almost certainly can’t keep. He’s a challenge to keep on task.

	 

	Personally, I loathe Dan. I loathed him the moment I met him. He’s done nothing to prove my initial impression wrong. He’s intensely loathable, the type of man women instinctively avoid. For instance, you might manage to scoot further away from him on a crowded subway, take a step back in an elevator, not let him help you force a carry-on bag into a cramped overhead compartment when you’re the reason a plane isn’t ready to depart. A woman must never be in his debt. He’s that guy. In no way am I the only woman he works with who makes sure to enter the office last so he doesn’t have the opportunity to close the door. Unfortunately, other creepy men seem to not only love him but flock to him. Maybe they recognize part of themselves in him? Maybe they bond over dating inappropriately young women? Whatever the reason, creepy men make up a surprising - well maybe not that surprising - percentage of political donations during a campaign cycle. That is, of course, assuming they aren’t one of the actual candidates. Like it or not, this means I’ve been stuck with Dan, off and on, for the last year or so. Sometimes democracy blows. 

	 

	Today, I am in a particularly foul mood. I had a fundraiser on the Upper West Side last night. I should have had plenty of time to get there so I took the train and was going to catch up on some reading. Something happened, I don’t know what because on the subway the only explanation you get is that weird Charlie Brown teacher voice that but a gifted few can discern what may have been key words. We sat between stations for almost 45 minutes. I sat in a subway car that smelled like feet and stale sandwiches for 45 minutes counting my ribs. I counted my ribs because after the bolt of pain that crashed up my spine from my tailbone when the train came to a stop it was easier to focus of each rib digging into the rigid plastic bench I was sitting on one by one to pass the time. I didn’t have cell reception and while my back might have felt better standing my shoes had been selected for style. My feet would never last the night if I gave up my seat prematurely. I ended up arriving just as the event was starting. For me, that was late. Quite late. For my candidate, who tends to require a fair bit of hand holding, that meant I was much too late to moderate the amount of scotch they would consume that evening. Worse, I certainly wouldn’t have time to catch up.

	 

	I’m never late to fundraisers. I felt off the entire night. There, at an uber chic gastropub full of tenured professors from Columbia, Wall Street types, and some of the city’s tastemakers, I listened to speech after speech condoning stop and frisk, praising the police, and eschewing the ridiculous idea of raising the minimum wage. Helpful hint: don’t invite press or anyone you can’t trust on social media to political events you can’t control. Stage manage everything. Donors rarely think before they speak. Something horrifying will come out of someone’s mouth. It’s simply a matter of who hears it and how they react. Fortunately, I was raised to be polite. I can stay silent surrounded by people saying unbelievably stupid, inaccurate, and offensive things. I don’t blink when a donor worth $500 million talks about how with better budgeting a family of four can still get by on minimum wage. If anything, it reminds me of learning sex ed from nuns. They both have about the same amount of useful information on the topic at hand. I am concerned about how the waitstaff at the event might react to it though. 

	 

	What was particularly frustrating about last night’s event was that only donors, not candidates, spoke. While this is a more efficient way of telling politicians what their positions need to be for their campaigns to be properly capitalized, we normally handle these things with a touch more finesse. To say I was unimpressed would be putting it mildly. Yet, I kept my mouth shut because some of these people were, or could soon be, clients. Dan talked me into last night’s event in the first place, it’s not great timing for us to have a meeting on the books this morning. However, I doubt he and I view the evening in quite the same light, and I feel confident that, in no way, does he realize I dislike him so.

	 

	I scheduled this meeting a while ago, during what I now think was a woefully misplaced burst of optimism about the state of democracy and (possibly) mankind in America. It sneaks up on me sometimes. I am trying to get a handle on that. It’s quite dangerous to be optimistic and work in politics. Looking at Dan, I am only pessimistic. Coming face to face with members of the long-term working political class will do that. I sigh, deeply but silently and with no visible movement. When I was younger, I spent many hours in ballet classes. We all make mistakes. One particular teacher found it unsightly for an audience to ever see a ballerina breathe. The torturous exercises she put us through have proved an invaluable tool allowing me to appear calm, complacent, and sometimes eager while listening (or pretending to listen) to self-aggrandizing mediocre men – or most people who work in politics. It’s the poker face of body language. At the moment, I’m able to tolerate a man bragging about his astronomical accomplishments when we both know his firm exists solely due to seed money from his father and grandfather so they might “better capitalize” on his mother’s position as a state senator. It’s sad really. To reach middle age and never have accomplished anything on your own. That can’t be a good feeling. Maybe that’s why he’s such an ass? Now we’re wandering into a chicken or the egg conversation…

	 

	“I know you’ve been very successful -”

	 

	I decide to try to cut his usual interlude short but am quickly interrupted. This is expected. Dan loves few things in life more than the sound of his own voice.

	 

	“I mean when I worked on Lafleur’s campaign -”

	 

	Oh dear god, not this again. 

	 

	“Which campaign was that?”

	 

	“What do you mean?” 

	 

	He looks at me like I am a complete idiot. Which, on the one hand, I understand. I obviously know exactly what he means.  I have had to sit through this story countless times. On the other hand, if I have to listen to him blather on and on, I might as well poke at him a bit. His unmoisturized skin gets all red when he’s flustered. It’s fun and I’m sore. 

	 

	“His mayoral campaign?” He should just have ended his sentence with duh. Lafleur is, after all, the wildly wealthy mayor of our fair city.

	 

	“Right. But this is his third term as mayor. He’s been a Democrat, a Republican, an Independent. Which campaign did you work on? Just out of curiosity?”  I manage to stop myself from sarcastically fluttering my eyelashes.

	 

	Wow. He let me finish my whole line of questioning this time. Impressive. Maybe I’m talking faster than usual?

	 

	“The second two. Though the last wasn’t really a campaign if you know what I mean.” 

	 

	Dan quietly chuckled to himself, got up and walked around his desk. His chest puffed slightly as he resituated himself in the guest chair next to mine.   

	 

	Uh-oh. I recognize the signs. He was ready for a captive audience. Me. There was no good way to divert him from what he was about to do and keep him in a good mood. Letting Dan brag was akin to recess in elementary school. If you skip it, he will almost certainly behave poorly all afternoon. I was bored but meetings tended to go better if I let him tucker himself out a little first. Fighting the urge to roll my eyes or laugh, I did what had become almost automatic in meetings like this. I was working freelance at the time and was thus rewarded with an intimate knowledge of the city’s neurotically insecure political class. I had a lot of meetings like this. When in doubt, imitate an interested person. Looking back at Dan, I smiled very slightly, subtly tilted my head upward and to the right, and responded simply “oh.” 

	 

	“Lafleur hardly knew he was campaigning that last time either. His people bought up all the good consultants so really no one had anything to do.”

	 

	“Wait what?” I ask. This was new. He had never admitted that he actually didn’t do anything to get Lafleur elected. I mean, I already knew that, but he’d never admitted it.  Was he already forgetting what he was supposed to keep confidential?

	 

	“Mike’s not a hands-on politician. I mean the fried chicken and potato salad at his place… Come on. He’s one of the wealthiest men in the world. He gets what he wants when he wants it. He doesn’t think about how. He has people for that. Damn good people. Remember when he decided he liked Ellie Goulding? He had her come meet him and a few other people for dinner in London. I mean he basically beckons and she comes. Then he finds out she smokes and says he has to leave early. There are some things he just won’t consider. NYC being in somebody else’s hands in 2008 was one of them. He didn’t trust anyone else to see us through the financial crisis so his people hired every half-decent political consultant they could find. That way no one could possibly run an effective campaign against him.” 

	 

	Dan chuckled to himself.

	 

	“So, what did you do all that time? Just work for your other clients?” 

	 

	I don’t know why I asked. I already knew. Everyone knew how Lafleur worked by this point. It’s just very few people who worked for Lafleur admitted it. I was fascinated that Dan decided to bring this all up this morning and a bit worried about whatever might have prompted him to do so. 

	 

	Oh god, are FBI agents about to raid the office or something?  Just like Bob, only without warning?  Nothing else seems out of the ordinary…

	 

	“No. Paul, that’s Lafleur’s guy, required an exclusivity clause. If it got out that we’d been hired to work for Lafleur he sure as hell didn’t want it to look like we had time on our hands. Nope. He rented a fully blinged out campaign headquarters. We hung out, played cards, one guy tried to write a book. It was like a paid staycation with catered lunches and a well-stocked coffee bar. I mean we worked but it was nothing compared to earlier races.”

	 

	No agents yet. Did he get dumped again? He rambles more after a breakup. Back to reality -

	 

	Everyone knew Lafleur paid well. 

	 

	My friend Brian, also a political consultant, one who seemed strangely ethical given that he’d been at it as long as Dan, worked on Lafleur’s last campaign too. He still got angry about being tricked into a contract without being informed that Lafleur was buying up NYC’s political staff for the duration of the election cycle. Brian felt dumb and easily manipulated. He is neither, just ask the Clintons. He also thought it was unnecessary. A view I happen to share.

	 

	“You didn’t find this at all unethical? Did you at least keep working with him after the election? Or his foundation?” I was genuinely curious about this last bit. 

	 

	Brian had heard from Paul a few times after the election, but he had never been keen to work with Lafleur the politician again. I always got the feeling the foundation would have been a different story. In the US, it’s hard to stay mad at a billionaire trying to tackle climate change and gun control. Then again, a middle-aged man trying to affect positive change doesn’t quite work like an etch a sketch for earlier sins. 

	 

	“No,” said Dan. “I take what I can get. I mean I bust my ass 365 days a year. Eight days a week, right? I’m a machine. I figure I deserved the break. Paul wouldn’t have come after me if he hadn’t heard great things about what we do here.”

	 

	Oh. That hurt. Loathing Dan made me loath the fact that people thought I worked for him. I mean technically I do, but only occasionally. Dan pays for the smallest number of full-time staff possible. Have you ever seen an office made up entirely of interns?

	 

	I had been hesitant to ‘put a shingle out’ when I first arrived in New York. The obvious downside of freelancing, besides the lack of healthcare benefits, was that whomever I was working for typically got credit for my work, including Dan. Lately though, clients had started to notice me. I was different from a lot of the people they were used to working with. I was neither impressed by nor dismissive of the same thoughts and ideas. Sometimes that meant I clicked better with clients than whatever firm I was working through. Sometimes it very much meant I didn’t. Recently, I had taken a few clients on directly. Sadly, I was here talking to Dan because I was going to need his help with one of them.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
BRENNA BOZARTH
My Time in the
/AS)/(MM:

Surviving






